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silvery fog spreads over the smooth sea, veiling the coast that we are
following; the vague horizon withdraws to suit my whim; from moment
to moment a prolonged bellowing from the ship assures us of our
reality,
26 August
Spent the night at Ajaccio. Started for Bonifacio at about nine
o'clock. Stifling heat. Upset after lunch; B. B. fans me with a napkin
like a boxer's second in the ring. Swim in the Bonifacio grotto. At
night, walk along the ramp linking the harbor to the upper town; dark-
ness. The bench on which are seated three young local fishermen. Our
hotel is rather far from town, in a bend of the little valley that opens
onto the harbor. Insomnia; at about three a.m. the Arab troops from
the fort pass silently. We see them pass by again singing, shortly be-
fore our departure.
27 August
Spent the night at Corte. The road between Zonra and Ghisoni is
very beautiful. Were I twenty years younger, I should come and settle
at Ospedale, Cozzano, or Ghisoni (?) in the forest of chestnut trees.
Swimming at Porto-Vecchio.
28 August
Lunched at He Rousse. Back to Calvi In all my life I have never
seen a purer sky, a more radiant sun.
30 August
I allow myself to be led once again into a trip to Saint-Florent,
which takes the whole day, my last one in Corsica.
Yesterday I had been to tea at Tristan Tzara's, who is charming;
his young wife even more charming.
Short night, for I must be on board before six o'clock. I come back
drunk with sun, with pleasure, my mind quite volatilized.
Nice, SI August
Tomorrow morning I take the bus for Barcelonnette, then Briangon.
Noon, 1 September
Cold'Allos.
I do not believe my joy has ever been deeper or keener. The air
has never been softer and I have never breathed it more lovingly. My
subtly active mind, beclouded by no worry, smiles at the humblest and
pleasantest thought, as my flesh does at the azure, at the sun, and my
heart at everything that lives. I did not feel any younger at twenty;